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All Marlb'rough hoarded, or all Villicrs spent

is in design a " right and left " worthy of Pope, but the succession
of " or " sounds makes the line almost unpronounceable. His
most beautiful single line, I would suggest, is the second in the
couplet:

Must helpless man, in ignorance sedate,
Roll darkling down the torrent of his fate ?

It is remarkable that Johnson's two principal poems should
be paraphrases of Juvenal. The practice in which Pope excelled,
of bringing classical poems up to date by the substitution of
topical names and instances, demands ingenuity, excites enjoy-
ment, and deserves revival. But, for Johnson, Juvenal seems a
curious choice, since his gusto for indecency was so alien to the
Doctor. Moreover Johnson, unlike Juvenal, considered that
" gross wickedness " was rare. Let us examine part of the des-
cription of Charles XII :

He comes, not want and cold his course delay
Hide, blushing Glory, hide Pultowa's day :
The vanquished hero leaves his broken bands^
And shows his miseries in distant lands ;
Condemn'd a needy supplicant to wait,
While ladies interpose and slaves debate.
But did not Chance at length her error mend ?
Did no subverted empire mark his end ?
Did rival monarchs give the fatal wound ?
Or hostile millions press him to the ground ?
His fall was destin'd to a barren strand,
A petty fortress and a dubious hand ;
He left the name, at which the world grew pale,
To point a moral, or adorn a tale.

Here is the parallel passage from Dryden, both poets basing
themselves upon Juvenal's evocation of Hannibal :

In one deciding Battel overcome,

He flies, is banisht from his Native home :

Begs refiige in a Foreign Court, and there

Attends, his mean Petition to prefer ;

Repuls'd by surly Grooms, who wait before

The sleeping Tyrant's interdicted Door.

What wondrous sort of Death has Heav'n designed,

Distinguished from the Herd of Human Kind,

For so untam'd, so turbulent a Mind !

Nor Swords at hand, nor hissing Darts afar,

Are doom'd t'Avenge the tedious bloody War,

But Poyson, drawn through a Ring's hollow plate,

Musst furnish him ; a sucking Infant's Fate.